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topped out when I saw a perfectly good "mugger," or srocodile, slither out of the forest and plop into the opaque vater.
Here, at the sulphur baths, I had to conquer my feelings i,nd ignore my principles to dive into the milky way. Part if the ritual was to stand under a little waterfall and let the ce-cold water pound one's body. There were no crocodiles >ut a few mermaids. After these various torments I >ersuaded myself that I felt much better.
There was more normal bathing in the blue Tyrrhenian lea and in the fresh water of Lake Bracciano, where we iisported like pot-bellied dryads on the wooded shores. Only tagging conscience prevented the enjoyment of this extra-rdinary holiday oasis in a world at war.
On the whole, allied troops behaved well towards the .talian population, though there were persistent stories bout the raping proclivities of the Goums. The only uggestive incident which I can recall did not involve the .coded Moroccans but some G.I.s. It occurred when I was aving a hair-cut in a small shop in Rome. A good-looking talian woman came rushing in excitedly, chattering and, brange to say, smiling. She was pursued by three lusty r.I.s, all somewhat intoxicated.
"O.K., boys. I got the razors covered," remarked one of he intruders. Then he noticed me and, extending a paw, aid : "Say, you're British, aren't you." Rising uneasily and aking a tip from the fugitive, I also smiled and shook his and.
The little barber, laying down the razor, settled the whole latter with much gesticulation and expostulation. He cribbled down an address and handed it to the G.I.s, who eparted in reasonably good order leaving the woman omposing herself in a chair and, I fancy, looking, with ypical perversity, just a shade disappointed.
Slowly the German line was rolled back to Kesselring's ist strongholds in the Apennines. Generally, at this stage, ur stories were based on the intelligence reports collated in Lome and handed out. Unsatisfactory as this may seem, ito sample the delights of Rome while Eighth Am soldiers could, at best, make only short dashes into the ci on leave.celebrations of stray G.I.s. Stunned by the uproar, mentally and physically exhausted, I sat down to write my first despatch about the entry into Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
